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	1. Malfoy Manor

"Bloody Potter and his stupid broom and his stupid Gryffindors. _Youngest seeker in over a century. _Pah! _Saint Potter_," Draco snorted, doing a daring roll-over. He released the well-worn Quaffle from his fingers and let it fly towards the centre goalpost.

The enormous white peacock roosting in it let out an indignant squawk as it flew off. Draco sat atop his broom, panting in exhaustion. He fetched the Quaffle and flew back to the grounds of Malfoy Manor and trudged in, holding his broom over his shoulder and his Quaffle under his arm.

A ragged-looking house elf appeared behind Draco and wiped up his muddy footprints as he stomped towards his bedroom. As Draco passed the library, he jumped back in shock as a tall figure cloaked in black stepped into his path.

Draco looked up and backed away when he saw the manic happiness displayed on Lucius Malfoy's face. _Oh dear, I'm in for it now_, he thought sullenly as Lucius spotted him and his mouth turned down into the patented Malfoy scowl.

"Draco," his father drawled, eyeing his muddy form distastefully, "Has your year at Hogwarts amongst the Mudbloods led you to experiment?"

Draco looked down at his muddy Quidditch robes and stated tonelessly, "I was practicing Quidditch."

Lucius raised an eyebrow in condescension, "_Ah_… _yes_. I should _hope_ you bring the Malfoy name pride and excel at _something_, since you have failed to do well academically."

Draco puffed up indignantly, "I was second only to that mudblood Granger -"

Lucius cut in coldly, "You have told me this multiple times, Draco. It is not a good excuse. We are the cream of society, allowing _Mudbloods -_"

Lucius sneered in disgust.

"- to best you in anything _remotely_ Wizarding is a shame to your family. I hope that your next term in Hogwarts brings better news."

With that, Lucius swept away towards his study, but not before Draco's sharp eyes caught him subtly slipping a small, black book into his inner robe pockets. Draco stood there for a moment, trying to get his emotions under control. He startled as a House Elf appeared beside his knee.

"Master Draco? Will yous be taking off yous shoes?"

Draco looked down at the pillow-cased House Elf - Dobby if he remembered right - and snarled half-heartedly, "I do as I please, Elf. Now be quiet if you're going to follow me."

Dobby gulped and nodded fearfully and stood aside as a melodic voice called out.

"Draco, darling, whatever are you standing here for?" Narcissa Malfoy called as she elegantly swept down the corridor.

"Mother? Shouldn't you be having tea at the Parkinson's?" Draco asked through concealed worry. Narcissa Malfoy would _never_ let anything interrupt her social activities. Narcissa smiled benignly, though it didn't reach her eyes, and that was when Draco started to _really_ worry.

"Your father called me here on important business. I must be going now Draco, run along," she said, before fondly caressing his head and sweeping off.

Draco frowned but turned around, just as Narcissa called softly, "And Draco dear? Do be quiet when you do so."

Draco took his mother's blessing for what it was: permission to follow her discretely. He looked at Dobby, who was cleaning up the flecks of mud Draco left behind as he moved. Catching the Elf's eyes, he put a finger to his lips and padded as silently as he could towards his father's study.

Draco leaned in at the door, pleased that whatever it was, Lucius had been in such a hurry he didn't cast Silencing charms. He listened to his father's excited whispers.

"... -_back_ _Cissa! I found the artifact the Dark Lord gave me for safekeeping. This seemingly useless book_ - _it gave me instructions from the Dark Lord himself! He wrote to me when I wrote in it."_

"_Lucius… you cannot really think the Dark Lord is back? He was vanquished to nothing by the Potter boy!"_

"_There was never a body Narcissa. This book of the Dark Lord's, it contains magic so powerful that it must be his way of communicating. He proved it - talked to me of how he recruited my father to his side. It's all him, Narcissa. And he seeks a way back to us. I must follow these instructions, and you will help me. I must get this book to Hogwarts."_

Draco went pale as his mother paused. Lucius was either desperate or he wanted to use Draco if he was asking Mother for help.

"_Very well, Lucius. But not through Draco. I will not allow you to use him, for fear of retribution to the Malfoy name if he was caught."_

Draco almost couldn't contain his sigh of relief. Lucius waved her concern away impatiently.

"_Yes, yes, of course. We shall have to make a trip to Diagon Alley to pass off this book to a student. The Dark Lord told me - he told me he would reopen the Chamber of Secrets, like he did when he was in school. He will unleash the monster within, as the Heir of Slytherin, kill all the Mudbloods and bring himself back to the Wizarding world."_

"_But what about the children? Draco will be in school while this happens - will this monster hurt him?"_

"_The Dark Lord promised he would only kill the Mudbloods. Don't worry, Cissa. Everything will be as it was before, and the purebloods will rule the Wizarding world. And the Malfoys! Oh - the Malfoys will be the right-hand under the Dark Lord. Just you wait Cissa, just you wait."_

Draco had heard enough. Pale and shaking, he ran up to his room, brushing past the frozen Elf by his side. Throwing his broom and Quaffle carelessly onto his bed, he stripped quickly and stepped into the shower, scrubbing off the dirt and grime and the lingering feeling of horror from his eavesdropping session.

Draco leaned against the shower wall, letting the water run over him and soothe him. He closed his eyes.

"My father is crazy," he muttered to himself, "My father is _crazy_ and believes the Dark Lord is back. My father is in possession of a dark artifact that belonged to the Darkest wizard to ever grace the Wizarding world. Okay."

Draco ran his fingers through his wet hair and then clenched his fists over his eyes.

"My father is plotting to bring the Dark Lord back through this Dark artifact by giving it to a student, who may or may not be killed by it. And the stupid book can open a - a what? A Chamber of Secrets. And then a monster controlled by the Heir of Slytherin - the Dark Lord - will be let out and potentially kill all the students, including me. Right."

Draco opened his eyes, shut off the water and dried himself off. He dressed quickly in his robes and sat on the edge of his bed, staring at the wall. He nodded to himself.

"Right. I'm going to do something."


	2. The Library

Narcissa Malfoy smoothed her hands over her dress as she briskly, yet gracefully, walked to the front hall to receive her tea guests. She passed by the Library, a fond smile gracing her face when she saw Draco reading. She continued on and noted the weather outside was pleasant, a good day for flying. She halted, shoes squeaking against the marble floor - a most unusual gesture for the ever graceful Lady Malfoy.

She picked up her skirts and jogged to the library, where, true to form, Draco was reading instead of flying. She walked in and sat next to Draco - who looked up briefly from the ancient tome he was reading to flash her a smile. She observed him for some time through suspicious eyes and eventually, Draco looked up at her inquiringly.

"Draco," she said cautiously, "Might I wonder what you're doing in here - reading - when it's perfectly beautiful weather for flying outside? Were you not practicing to attain a position on the Slytherin Quidditch team?"

Draco looked out the Library window sorrowfully, "Yes, but I have things to do."

Narcissa caught her son's eye, and no words needed to be spoken to ask her question and receive an answer. She phrased her next words carefully.

"Of course, darling. I must be going. Vicenza Zabini and Haneul Parkinson aren't very patient ladies." _Parkinson and Zabini are here._

"Of course, Mother. I do hope they haven't brought their children?" _Don't want Pansy or Blaise to know._

"I doubt you will be disturbed by them. Carry on, dear, it's a delight to see you working so hard." _Won't let them disturb you, carry on._

Narcissa stood and walked past the bookshelves, tapping on random books with manicured fingernails as Draco watched her. She paused at one and with a flick of her wand, floated it to Draco. She left the room with a sweep of her silken skirts.

"I think you'll enjoy this one, dear. A very good read."

Draco took the book from the air as his mother closed the Library doors behind her. _Aensyent Beests of Magick, _Draco read curiously. He opened to the Index.

_Acromantula, Ashwinder, Augurey, Basilisk, Bicorn - this will take a while. _Draco grimaced, but dutifully opened the book.

"_An Acromantula is a species of giant spide… inhabits dense jungles. Acromantulas are believed to be a wizard-bred species, designed to guard dwellings or treasure hoards… These giant spiders with a taste for human flesh..."_

_Possible_, Draco thought. He skipped the various descriptions and went on to the next creature.

"_The Ashwinder is a serpent that is created from the remains of any magical fire that is allowed to burn unchecked. As it is a serpentine creature, the Ashwinder may very well be susceptible to Parseltongue magic."_

"_Serpents_. That's it. Slytherin was a Parselmouth, his heir's probably one too," Draco mumbled. He read on about the Ashwinder, but found they "_only live for an hour and will collapse to dust when they have laid their eggs"._

That wasn't it, then.

"_The Augurey, also known as the Irish Phoenix -"_

Nope. Draco flipped the page and - ah, this looked promising.

"_The Basilisk is a giant serpent, also known as the King of Serpents. It is a creature bred by Dark Wizards..."_

King of Serpents. Sounded like something Salazar Slytherin would keep.

"_The Basilisk can grow up to fifty feet in length… eyes have the power to instantly kill anyone who looks into them… Basilisks can live a natural life of at least nine hundred years -"_

"Draco."

Draco blanched and slammed the book shut unceremoniously, looking up as Lucius Malfoy stood in the doorway, looking at his son with cold regard and impatience.

"I am in need of the Library. Alone. Leave."

Draco hurried to keep the books back where they came from, as Lord Malfoy strode past him and to the nearest book shelves - ignoring his son. Draco walked briskly from the room - _Malfoys never run, _his father's voice sneered in his head - and he was barely past the door before they slammed shut and locked.

Draco summoned an Elf and told it to get his broom while he walked to the half-sized Quidditch pitch on the grounds of the Manor. The Elf was back in seconds and Draco immediately mounted the broom, shooting into the sky.

As he flew rounds around the pitch, he contemplated what he knew. Salazar Slytherin was widely renowned for being a Parselmouth, everyone knew that. All his descendants had been Parselmouths, up until the line ended with the Gaunt family - any pureblood would cringe at the lengths the Gaunts went through to keep their blood pure and the Parselmouth trait solely in their family.

He would have to go back and read the book again, make a copy of the information. But why the _hell_ would Father condone having a giant _snake_ wandering around the school? Did the pureblood children mean so little to him? Did Draco mean so little to him? He gritted his teeth and pushed harder against the wind, tamping down on the utter sadness that threatened to overwhelm him. He focused again.

It had to be a Basilisk, Draco couldn't see it being anything else. The ability to live for hundreds of years, the fact that it was a bloody huge snake and that Slytherin and his descendants were all Parselmouths. Only a Parselmouth would be able to speak to the serpent.

Draco would have to get all the information he could on the Basilisk. He'd have to hide this knowledge from his father, who was so insane he'd probably sacrifice Draco to the Dark Lord just to show his devotion. He would keep this information close to heart for now, like his mother, and wait for things to be set in motion before he volunteered it.


	3. The Dursleys

"I didn't even mean it literally! It's a figure of speech -"

"WHAT HAVE I TOLD YOU," thundered Vernon Dursley, spraying spit all over Harry, "ABOUT SAYING THE 'M' WORD IN MY HOUSE."

"Okay, okay! I won't say it again. Promise."

Vernon sat back down and clenched his meaty fist around his knife. Harry eyed it and backed away, gulping. He kept his eye on Vernon throughout the meal as Harry prepared Dudley's fourth helping of fried eggs.

After he'd repeated his plans listlessly - _I will be in my bedroom, making no noise and pretending I don't exist - _to the simpering Dursleys in preparation for Vernon's business deal dinner, he went out to the garden and stared at nothing in particular. He was to keep away from the house until Petunia called him back in and sent him to his room.

He suddenly felt as though he was being watched, trained as he was from Harry Hunting, and as his eyes came back into focus, he realised the bloody _hedge_ was _watching him_. Just as he was about to kick some sense into whatever the hell it was watching him, Dudley's jeering voice floated out to him.

"I know what day it is," he sang. Harry was too busy watching the hedge eyes blink and disappear.

"What?"

"I know what day it is," Dudley repeated, coming right up to Harry and swinging around his massive belly.

Harry turned derisive eyes on him, "Oh, _well done_ Dudders, you've _finally_ learned the days of the week."

Dudley ignored him and continued on, "Today's your _birthday_. Haven't got any cards, have you? Haven't got any friends at that freak school o' yours?"

"What would dear old Aunt Petunia say if she knew her sweetums was interested in my 'freak school'," Harry said innocently.

Dudley stuck two thumbs into his trousers and pulled them, stretching them to accommodate his fat arse.

"What're you staring a' the hedge for?" Dudley asked suspiciously.

"I'm trying to decide what would be the best spell to set it on fire," Harry said truthfully, recalling Seamus' attempts at Charms work. He figured he could get away with a bit of accidental magic.

Dudley stumbled back at once, a look of panic crossing his chubby face.

"Y-You c-can't! Dad'll chuck you out! A-And he'll _beat_ you first! A-And then _where_ will you go? Haven't got no friends -"

"_Eye of rabbit, clockwise turn_," Harry chanted fiercely, recalling Ron trying to turn Scabbers yellow, "_make this stupid hedge burn_."

He got in trouble with Aunt Petunia of course, even though nothing happened. He ducked expertly when Aunt Petunia tried to hit him round the head with the heavy, metal, soapy frying pan - used to this treatment.

He hadn't been fast enough to avoid it once when he was younger and he had spent the rest of the day in his cupboard with a terrible headache and blood-soaked hair. He knew now his magic had managed to heal him, but he didn't want to go through that again.

Petunia gave him chores to do out in the garden. Under the blistering heat of the mid-day sun, he cleaned the windows, washed the car, mowed the lawn, trimmed the flowerbeds, pruned and watered the roses, and re-painted the garden bench.

It was half-past seven in the evening before Petunia called him in for his second meal of the day.

"Eat quickly and then upstairs immediately. _Hurry up_!"

He washed up quickly and swallowed down his pitiful dinner of two slices of bread and a lump of cheese. He ran upstairs and into his bedroom - reluctantly given by the Dursleys after Harry threatened to use magic.

And then it all went to shit.

Harry got locked up in his room, his cover of being able to perform magic blown. _All because of stupid Dobby_. He would _never_ have leverage over the Dursleys again, what with the letter from the Ministry. Vernon had beat him soundly, and his bruises were beginning to show up. His stomach growled and Hedwig squawked indignantly at the stale bread Harry tried to feed her.

He pleaded, "It's all we've got. Come on. Please, or you'll starve the rest of the summer."

Hedwig eyed the bread distrustfully, but she must have understood Harry's desperation to save his only friend and she dutifully ate the bread, nudging Harry's hand affectionately through the bars of her cage.

Looking at his poor, beautiful owl all caged up and restless, Harry thought of Ron and Hermione, and of Hagrid, who never wrote to him at all this summer. He chuckled bitterly and was reminded of the great Dumbledore.

'_The greatest wizard ever_', Dobby had called him. Where was he now? Comfortably set in Hogwarts - in the Wizarding world - eating his bloody lemon drops. Not giving _a rat's arse_ about Harry getting beat up and starved by the Dursleys, oh _no_. Dumbledore was too _busy_ running an empty school.

And then - in the middle of the night - his salvation came in the form of a flying Ford Anglia.

"_Ron_? _Fred_? _George_? What are you _doing here_?"

"You never wrote back to us, mate. Had to see how our star Seeker was doing," said Fred from the driver's seat. George threw him a rope while Ron beamed at him from the passenger seat.

"Oi, tie that to the bars will you Harry? There's a good lad."

Ron asked incessant questions, "Bloody hell, mate, what'd you do to get _bars_ put on your window? Dad said you'd been sent a warning for doing magic. What'd you do eh? Hermione'll go _mental_ if she knew. Mum keeps saying how the Muggles aren't that bad and Dumbledore knows what he's doing. But Fred and George thought it'd be fun to break you out, see if Mum was right."

George snorted derisively from the back seat, "Do you ever shut up Ron? Or have you been talking to Granger so often she's started to convert you into an insufferable git?"

Harry tied the ropes firmly around the bottom of the bar and while Ron argued with George, Fred shot upwards, slowly wrenching the metal bars away from Harry's window. He drove the car back down and opened the boot.

Fred smacked Ron, "Oi Ronniekins, shut up. _Obviously_ the Muggles _are _that bad."

"Oi, Harry, mate, get your trunk in the boot," George said airily.

Harry whispered hesitantly, "It's downstairs. In my- I mean, in the cupboard. My broom's there too."

Fred and George looked up in horror and Harry shuffled about nervously. Fred whispered, "That's a Nimbus 2000 they've got locked up! This is a catastrophe! Let's go Georgie."

Fred and George jumped out of the car and into Harry's room. They walked cat-like and silent to the locked door and picked it with a hairpin. George grinned at Harry, "It's good to know these Muggle tricks. It's slow, but it's better than being completely useless."

They climbed down the stairs and Harry whispered to watch out for the last step. Harry packed his meagre wardrobe - consisting of exactly two huge shirts that used to be Dudley's and a pair of torn and loose jeans - into the expanded boot of the Ford Anglia, ignoring Ron's running commentary on anything and everything he saw.

Fred and George climbed back up with Harry's things, Fred carrying his Nimbus and a couple of books and George with the trunk on his broad shoulder. They dumped the lot into the boot and Harry tucked Hedwig into the backseat. His escape from Privet Drive went without a hitch.

In the Ford, George picked the heavy lock on Hedwig's cage and let her out. He then turned to an exhausted Harry, genuine concern etching his voice, "You alright, mate? You look pretty banged up."

"It's nothing. Just the Dursleys being the Dursleys."

Ron excitedly told Harry all about what had been going on, refusing to let Harry sleep in his own excitement. Fred and George exchanged a look in the rearview mirror.


	4. The Burrow

Harry felt terrible. In his eagerness to get away from the Dursleys, he hadn't even considered where he would stay or where he would go. Molly Weasley definitely wasn't pleased with his appearance at her home, yelling at Fred, George and Ron, but mainly the twins, who tried to persuade her into letting Harry stay.

"The Muggles were _terrible_ Mum!" argued Fred, "Put _bars_ on his window and his things all locked in this dingy cupboard downstairs -"

"They locked his _door_ too Mum -" began George but then Mrs Weasley raged and questioned, "And _how, exactly,_ did you get out of the door and into the supposed _locked_ cupboard?"

Harry stood there miserably for hours, Hedwig a comforting weight on his shoulder, as the twins and Mrs Weasley had a shouting match. Ron looked awed and whispered to Harry, "This is the first time I've seen Fred and George fight with Mum. Bill and Mum used to have fights like this before he shipped off to Egypt."

Harry felt even worse after that.

Just as Mrs Weasley was about to floo Dumbledore to take Harry home, Mr Weasley popped into the front yard and opened the door wearily. He took in the bizarre sight of his twin sons fighting with their mother and immediately raised his voice.

"_Molly! Fred, George! _What's going on_?_"

The usually cheery Weasley patriarch glared tiredly at everyone, earning guilty looks from Mrs Weasley and the twins. But Fred and George wouldn't let their mother sway their father's opinion this time - not on this.

"Dad! We took the car and flew it to Harry's place -"

"- and he was _locked up_ in his room -"

"- the muggles put him there -"

"- and they were _starving_ him Dad -"

"- kept all his things under lock and key -"

"- and we couldn't just _leave him there, _look at him -"

"- so we brought him home and -"

"- mum's trying to floo Dumbledore and send him _back_ there!"

Throughout the whole exchange, Arthur, Ron and Harry whipped their heads back and forth between the twins while Molly unsuccessfully tried to talk over them.

Arthur held his hand up, stopping whatever tirade Molly was going into. "_Right_," he said, clapping his hands together, "Who's this Harry you brought home with you?"

The twins moved aside to reveal Harry, Hedwig perched on his shoulder, looking terribly miserable and unnaturally small.

"I'm sorry, sir, I didn't think. Don't worry, I'll go back -"

The twins cried out in denial and Arthur held his hand up for silence again. He looked closer at the boy, and cried out in shock, "Good lord, you're _Harry Potter_! Arthur Weasley, _good_ to meet you -"

Molly coughed and Arthur straightened, "Right, sorry. Well, of course you're welcome to stay, Harry -"

"WHAT?" Molly Weasley turned on her husband.

"_Molly_. The boy has _clearly_ had a rough time, and if you'd like, you can floo Albus, explain the situation -"

"We don't have any room, Arthur -"

Mr Weasley looked at her in confusion, "Of course we do! Bill' and Charlie's bedrooms aren't in use - Harry can use them. If you're worried about food Molly -"

Molly huffed indignantly. "There is _plenty_ of food in my house. But what about his books and clothes? _Surely_ you don't expect us to pay for them come term starts?"

Ron piped up, "Harry's got his own Gringotts vault! Left to him by his parents! He bought his own books and robes last year with his own money, he can do it again this year too."

Molly pursed her lips as Fred and George folded their arms defiantly. Harry tried very hard to melt into the floor.

"Fine," Molly conceded, then pointed a finger at Harry sternly, "But you aren't staying here for free, young man. I'll have work for you to do."

Harry's heart sank at the mention of work and he nodded. He hoped Molly Weasley wasn't like Aunt Petunia. Hedwig eyed Molly balefully, and crooned softly into Harry's ear.

"Righto!" Mr Weasley said cheerfully, "Fred, George, you help him get his things. Ron, show Harry to Bill's old room. Molly, dinner perhaps? Ginny's been watching from the stairs for a while now."

At this, Ginny squeaked and ran back up to her room. Molly puttered around the kitchen angrily, whipping up a huge dinner of roast, veggies and a cake for dessert.

Fred and George clapped Harry on the back and he gave them a watery smile before they trudged out the back door to get Harry's things. Ron eagerly pulled him up the stairs to Bill's old room, which looked lived in, but had a fine coating of dust over everything. Ron left Harry alone after his mother started shouting for him. Fred and George lugged Harry's things up the rickety stairs and carefully set them down, George taking special care of Harry's Nimbus.

Fred chucked the small boy's chin, "Hey, chin up Harry. We've got your back."

"Yeah, and I reckon Mum won't be too much of a pain if you do your chores right. We've all got to do them, so stick with us and you'll be fine."

Harry could only nod tiredly at his teammates.

Mrs Weasley had called them all down to the kitchen and narrowed her eyes at them, particularly Harry. "You lot will be de-gnoming the garden today. We've had an overnight infestation. Mr Potter, if it's not too much trouble, the boys will show you how."

She whipped away back to the kitchen, and Harry tried not to wince. Fred and George showed him how to throw the gnomes, and Harry had gotten a nasty bite from one he'd tried to set down nicely, and then flung it so far the twins had gaped in astonishment. _Oh yes, _this was _much _more enjoyable than whatever Aunt Petunia would have had him doing.

After they had de-gnomed the garden, Mrs Weasley called them in for dinner, where Harry was introduced to Percy and Ginny. Percy looked down his long nose at Harry's small stature and then proceeded to ignore him completely. Ginny dropped at least two helpings of potatoes onto the floor every time Harry looked up from his plate.

He had taken half a tablespoon of mash, a tiny bit of gravy and a small slice of roast. He had sat in between Fred and Ron, unsure of what to do or how to behave.

Mrs Weasley looked at his meagre plate and she asked indignantly, "Not catered to your diet, Mr Potter?"

Harry blushed and replied unsurely, "I've never had this much to eat before. I'm sorry, I'm trying not to waste anything."

The entire Weasley family fell silent and Mrs Weasley looked at him in horror, like his answer had deeply cut her. Arthur choked out, "How much do you usually eat, Harry?"

Harry flushed as all eyes - even Percy's - fell on him. Mrs Weasley had put a hand to her mouth. He looked miserably at his hands in his lap, "A-Aunt Petunia usually gives me bread and cheese."

It was silent for a moment and then Mrs Weasley suddenly let out a sob and flung herself at Harry, startling everybody.

"Oh, Harry! Eat as much as you want, dearie. You're so thin…"

"O-Okay, Mrs Weasley," Harry stuttered, not knowing what to do with the woman clinging to him and crying into his raggedy old shirt.

Ron and Ginny looked confused, Percy looked indifferent and continued eating and Arthur and the twins looked like they might vomit. These Muggles were really sick in the head.


	5. Hogwarts

Draco was frustrated. He had no idea if his father had managed to slip the stupid black book to a Hogwarts student yet.

He had hoped to get on Potter's good side this year, if only to make the inevitable fall out of his father's schemings unable to touch Draco. But, unfortunately, the Malfoy and Weasley patriarchs had gotten into a brawl in Diagon - and a physical brawl at that! Draco grimaced. How unbecoming of purebloods.

Unfortunately, Potter had deemed this confrontation as another slight against himself by the Malfoy heir, and ignored all of Draco's attempts to talk to him. Surprisingly, the Weasel twins had started flanking Potter - which was strange considering that they were two years apart.

Draco shrugged internally, clutching his broom tightly as he subtly eyed the pitch for a glint of gold. Quidditch tryouts for Slytherin had started and since Flint was looking for a Seeker, Draco had decided to put his Chaser abilities on hold for now.

The other Seeker hopefuls were puttering around the pitch. Draco was the youngest one there, and he knew Flint was looking for someone to rival Potter. He caught a glimpse of the Snitch, right next to Pucey's ear and - looking around at the competition - he knew he had it.

He shot off straight for the Snitch and within a few seconds, he'd been inducted into the Slytherin Quidditch team.

Draco was ecstatic of course. His father - in a confusing bit of power play - had procured Nimbus 2001's for the rest of the Slytherin team. Draco was just dandy - until Granger got up in his face with her disgustingly bushy hair and said he bought his way into the team.

Draco had frozen and then he'd flown into a furious rage. How _dare _she insinuate he didn't deserve it_. _How _dare_ she say he had no talent. How _dare_ she tell Draco he didn't work for it. Next thing Draco knew, he had spat out the worst insult he could think of, and then Weasley was vomiting slugs and Potter stared at him with disbelief marring his piercing green eyes.

_How could you be so cruel_, his eyes seemed to say. _It's true, _Draco thought angrily, _all she is, is a filthy little mudblood. _Draco didn't try to talk to Potter again.

But then the attacks happened. The ickle Gryffindor first year with the camera - petrified and in the hospital wing. And Dumbledore - the old fool - wouldn't even consent to have the Mandrake Restorative Draught bought from other suppliers. Next was Justin Finch-Fletchley and the Gryffindor ghost. The Weasel twins often dragged Potter off to various places in the castle, and from what Draco heard, Weasel and Granger weren't very happy about it.

Draco knew this was it. His father's plans were coming to fruition and Draco would be _damned _if he let it continue. He had to save himself first, so going to the old fool wasn't an option. Instead, he went to Potter, who immediately rebuffed and insulted Draco.

What the bloody hell was he to do now? He had to tell Potter but Potter wouldn't listen to him and if only Draco wasn't a twelve-year-old _child_. He tried dropping hints to Potter through his insults, but that just made Vince and Greg question him and then run off and appear in the infirmary with no recollection whatsoever. And then Granger went and got herself petrified with that Ravenclaw upper year.

Potter and Weasel were devastated. Weasel wouldn't even let Draco say anything before he was trying to hex Draco with his broken wand. Draco had to go to the infirmary to fix his fractured metacarpals.

Draco sat on an infirmary bed now, flexing his hand and staring blankly at Granger's still form. He jumped up and immediately started digging through his pockets. Potter and Weasel were always visiting Granger, let them think _she _knew what the bloody beast in the Chamber was.

He gave a quiet cry of triumph as he found the duplicated paper. He scrawled '_pipes' _onto the page, just in case Potter and Weasel were incredibly stupid and couldn't figure it out. He pondered leaving the paper lying by Granger's side, but as Madame Pomfrey's footsteps headed his way, Draco stuffed it into Granger's clenched fist, ran back to his bed and began flexing his fingers again.

While the nurse checked over his healed metacarpals, Draco hoped desperately to every deity out there that Potter would find the piece of paper.


	6. The Chamber of Secrets

Harry found the paper.

Hermione was brilliant. _Absolutely brilliant._ What wasn't brilliant? This. Bloody. _Basilisk._ And bloody Lockhart trapped in a vegetative state and Ron being separated and this _dirty great snake _chasing him. And what did he have to defend himself with? A bloody sword.

Who even _used _swords anymore? The Wizarding World was too blooming (bloody) outdated. If Harry had a gun, the bloody giant worm would be dead ten times over by now.

But Harry did not have a gun, yet Harry had managed to kill the bloody worm but the stupid thing had got a fang into his arm and now Harry was dying. Not that he had ever really lived anyway, Harry thought bitterly. And then bloody Riddle was gloating and Ginny was dying and Harry had had _enough_.

So he wrenched the fang from his arm - ignoring the intense burning pain - and stabbed the cause of all this: that bloody diary. Miraculously, Riddle exploded, Ginny woke up and then Dumbledore's flaming flying chicken had cried and somehow Harry wasn't dying anymore.

Harry was seriously considering asking for a therapist because nothing made sense in the magical world.

He had talked to Dumbledore, who spouted something about the _power of love_ and asked him about his _peculiar parselmouth abilities_.

Harry and Ginny formed a permanent friendship in the hospital wing, under the influence of trauma and rescue operations. Harry realised she had a crush on him and awkwardly let her down, but Ginny had shrugged and said, "Well, I'm kind of put off by boys at the moment, considering I was possessed by an incredibly good looking one."

Harry had shrugged helplessly and left her to her worried parents. He left the hospital wing to go for a walk and give Ginny some space.

Fred and George were sitting on the floor in the corridor a little ways off and when they saw Harry, they immediately launched into one of their back and forth speeches.

"Harry! Merlin, Harry you look right banged up -"

"Speaking of, we're really grateful that you saved Ginny -"

"- Yeah, because she's always been our responsibility but I guess w-we -"

"- we just weren't there for her this year and that makes us absolutely _terrible _brothers -"

"We just wanted to thank you really. She's our sister and just knowing what could have happened…"

They both fell silent and surreptitiously wiped at their eyes. Harry let them have a moment to compose themselves before speaking.

"Fred, George, really, don't thank me. I just did what I thought was right. But if you really want to thank me, then I'll have to thank you for breaking me out of the Dursleys -"

The twins began to protest but Harry held up a hand to cut them off.

"See? Thanks are unnecessary. We all did what we had to do. Listen, Ginny's very shook up at the moment. I think she'd appreciate hearing whatever you told me. Now, go and be her big brothers."

Fred and George nodded and just as they were about to leave -

"Hey, Harry?"

"Yeah?"

"You ever get tired of Ron and Granger, come hang with us all right?"

A week later, the Mandrake Restorative Draught was finally brewed and given to the petrified students. Hermione had run into Harry's arms, and immediately started interrogating him about everything he'd done.

"You were right brilliant, Hermione, figuring it out like that," Harry smiled.

"What are you talking about Harry? Honestly, sometimes it seems we're on completely different levels of understanding and comprehension," Hermione tossed back uncaringly.

Ron scrunched up his face,"You mean you didn't leave us that note in your hand telling us it was a basilisk?"

Hermione faltered in her rigorous page flipping. She looked up uncertainly at the two boys before scoffing, "Of course it was me, Ronald. Who else could it have been? Draco Malfoy?"

Ron guffawed loudly and he and Hermione started bickering over exams. Harry froze. Hermione didn't _actually_ find out about the basilisk. Harry knew she had a tendency to over exaggerate her abilities - she wanted to prove herself and she was terrified of losing her friends. From the uncertain looks and her initial reaction, Harry knew she had lied about the paper.

But then… who had put the paper in her hand? Had it been Dumbledore? Why hadn't he done anything about it? Maybe it had been Ginny? But Tom would have known, wouldn't he? Maybe it was because he wanted to face Harry. But neither Dumbledore nor Tom could have known he'd take Hermione's hand and discover the paper. Harry wasn't a touchy-feely boy.

What she and Ron had joked about made him laugh quietly: Draco Malfoy? Help Harry Potter? Hah! His father was the one who had given Ginny the book! Ron and Hermione had always scoffed at Harry's '_silly_ _idea_ _that_ _Malfoy was the heir of Slytherin'_. But all they had to confirm it was Malfoy's own denial to 'Crabbe' and 'Goyle'. And Hermione's weak Polyjuice had worn off before they could ask him more. But they were right, it wasn't Malfoy, it was Tom.

But Malfoy had tried to talk to Harry back after Colin Creevy was first petrified, telling him there were extremely important things Harry had needed to know. He had insulted Harry once after the revelation of his parselmouth abilities. Malfoy had looked him straight in the eye and sneered, "King of Serpents." And that was what was written on the page he had found in Hermione's hand. And after his encounter with one raging Lucius Malfoy and one free house elf, he had to wonder.

So on the train back to King's Cross, Harry cornered Malfoy while he was alone. Malfoy looked at him coolly.

"Malfoy, I just want to say… thank you. For the basilisk thing."

Malfoy's pureblood facade dropped for a second in shock, before he composed himself and nodded stiffly at Harry, who was surprised that his test had given positive results.

"You're welcome, Potter. Though I must admit, I expected you to take it to the Headmaster and not go running off to save the baby Weasel."

Harry giggled sheepishly and Malfoy's eyes widened. Harry fumbled, "Well - I - Uh - Best be going. Bye Malfoy, see you next term." And then Harry ran away.

Draco Malfoy stared down the corridor at the retreating form of Harry Potter - and smiled.


	7. The Leaky Cauldron

Harry was furious. How _dare _she. Calling his mother a _bitch_. And his father a _drunkard_. His parents had _died_ _for him. _Faced the Darkest Wizard of all time. Not just in Wizarding UK, but the _world. _Even Grindelwald wasn't as evil as Voldemort. And his parents had faced Voldemort head on. Died to save their baby. He could still hear his mother's screams.

And her good for nothing sister. Aunt Petunia hadn't said a _word_ in defense of her own sister. Harry had lost any minute shred of respect he had for her. How _dare_ they speak badly of his parents, when their sacrifice had saved their lives. _All_ of their lives.

He trudged down the street, Marge floating and screaming in the distance. He had no money, no way of getting to the Leaky Cauldron or to the Weasleys. And Mrs Weasley would hardly be appreciative of his appearance for the second year in a row, as much as she asked Ron to check on Harry's diet.

"Stupid Muggles. Stupid Wizards. Stupid stupid stupid - "

A growl sounded from the hedge to his left and he yelped. Harry backed away from the hedge immediately, drawing out his wand. Underage magic or not - he'd be damned if he let _another _hedge intimidate him. As he backed to the other side of the road - wand aimed at the hedge - he tripped over the sidewalk. _Stupid Harry. A bloody growling hedge and then you trip. Fantastic job._

And then suddenly with loud BANG - a deep purple bus appeared in front of him. The conductor - Stan Shunpike he said - asked stupid questions and hefted his trunk into the bus. Harry peered around the bus at the hedge, looking for strange eyes or Magical creatures, and when he saw none, he pushed his feelings of discomfort to the back of his mind and happily made his way to the Leaky Cauldron.

"Hello, Tom. Have you got a room?"

Tom the Barkeep looked up and smiled toothily, "Mr Potter! A delight to see you. The Minister is expecting you!"

Harry paled and started backing away, but Tom had moved around his reception desk and pushed Harry along. Harry begun to panic, looking for any way out of this. He couldn't survive without magic - he couldn't! Well, he _could_ but it would be a _terrible existence_.

But the Minister hadn't even given him a light slap on the wrist, let alone snap his wand. The Minister allowed him to leave with a word of warning, "Don't leave Diagon Alley. Tell people where you are. Tell Tom where you're going. You aren't to leave Diagon."

Harry had agreed hesitantly. "Tom, why am I not allowed to leave Diagon?"

The Barkeeper's smile faltered, but he tried to wave Harry's question away, "Oh it's nothing of concern Mr Potter! I'm sure the Minister just didn't want you to trouble yourself looking for other accommodation…"

Harry had stopped in his tracks and drew up in his best authoritative manner. He tried emulating Draco Malfoy's pureblood behaviour, and looked coolly at the BarKeep, eyebrow raised.

Tom had stuttered through his answer, intimidated by the Saviour of the Wizarding World's piercing green gaze. "T-The Minister w-wishes to keep you safe from S-Sirius B-Black."

Harry looked defeated and sighed. Would he ever catch a break?

"Why is Sirius Black after me?"

"He was a supporter of You-Know-Who. H-He killed another Wizard, his best friend. And he killed 13 Muggles in an explosion. Probably wants to finish the job."

"That's not all there is, is there?" Harry sighed as they stopped outside his room.

"Mr Potter," Tom said gently, "I don't think I should be the one to give that news to you. Please, Mr Potter, you really should hear it from someone who knows you better."

"But Tom -"

"No Mr Potter, I insist on this."

Harry sighed and nodded. He would ask Mr Weasley about it. Speaking of the Weasleys, the twins, Ginny and Ron had sent him letters of their trip to Egypt that summer. Ginny was doing better, the trauma of her first year had made her incredibly quiet, but the twins and their older brother Bill were getting her to talk about it more and more each day. Harry was pleased to hear it.

The twins asked after Harry's health and his situation with the Dursleys in between stories of ancient curses, pushing Percy into pyramids and rip off souvenirs. Harry ecstatically wrote back about his blowup and the consequent change in location. Bill and Charlie had sent a small PostScript with the twins' letter, thanking him for saving their baby sister.

Ron's letters mainly consisted of him enthusing about the trip and whatever he'd seen. Hermione had written him a long lecture about underage magic and how she 'didn't see it was necessary. Honestly Harry you can't just go blowing up your relatives'. Harry ignored that particular letter, though it left him unsettled at her callousness.

Harry spent the next few days sorting out his Gringotts account, changing some Galleons for Pounds (Harry was shocked to learn he'd be a multi-billionaire in the Muggle world) and eating to his heart's content at Florean Fortescue. He also bought new sets of clothing for school and wizarding casual wear - and invested in a small, black haversack with an Expandable Space Charm inside. He promptly stuffed all his school books, homework, parchment, a self-inking quill, a couple of Muggle pens he convinced Tom the Barkeep to get for him, and his invisibility cloak into the haversack. Harry carried it wherever he went, made easier by a Lightening Charm imbued into the haversack by the shopkeeper.

The Weasleys came to stay at the Leaky Cauldron a week before Hogwarts started. Percy had ostentatiously greeted Harry only to be pushed aside by Fred and George who wrapped him into a hop-around hug. Arthur had greeted Harry merrily and Mrs Weasley had looked at him disapprovingly and then asked if his appetite had grown. She then proceeded to watch him eat his lunch and slipped an extra scoop of mash on his plate when he wasn't looking, though she ignored him most of the time to glare at Mr Weasley.

Harry dragged Ginny off to Quality Quidditch Supplies, and as they both admired the Firebolt, Harry quietly asked, "How are you doing Ginny?"

Ginny replied equally quietly, "I'm doing better, but I still have 'anxiety attacks' - that's what Bill says they are - sometimes. Usually when boys I don't know want to talk to me."

Harry had swept her away from the Quidditch shop immediately, since it was filled to the brim with boys.

He saw Malfoy and his mother once, across the way at Twilfitt' and Tatting's. He nodded at Malfoy and Malfoy had nodded back. Lady Malfoy had appraised Harry before inclining her head slightly. Harry didn't know what possessed him to bow a little at the waist but judging by the surprised and pleased smile on Lady Malfoy's usually cold face and the incredulous look on Draco's, those period dramas Aunt Petunia watched during the summer had been the right way to go. He'd have to figure out the social hierarchy in the Wizarding World soon.

Harry tried to buy Fred and George's prank potions ingredients since they had no money on them, and the twins immediately went on the defensive about _accepting charity _and _pity money_ and Harry cast about for something to say to lessen the offense.

"What are you talking about? You _are_ going to pay me back aren't you?"

The Weasley twins had frozen and Harry mentally wished Hagrid (whom he'd reconciled with after the Floo incident last year) would step on him and stop him from putting his foot in his mouth. But then the twins had agreed heartily and promised they would pay him back.

"Well, at least before we leave Hogwarts," Fred had winked. Harry breathed a sigh of relief.

Hermione dropped in two days before the train would leave for Hogwarts. And then she bought that ugly cat. It _really_ hated Scabbers for some reason, Hermione tried pointing out other rats for Crookshanks to chase, but he didn't even lift a paw. He seemed intent on Scabbers. It was weird and Ron absolutely hated the ugly thing, but Harry on the other hand, was on the receiving end of Crookshanks' adoration, much to Hermione's aggravation.

The day came for Harry to return to Hogwarts. He travelled with the Weasleys in _Ministry cars_, courtesy of Minister Fudge. As Harry was about to follow the rest of the Weasleys and Hermione onto the platform, haversack on his back and pushing the trolley with his lighter trunk and Hedwig's cage, Arthur held him back. The Muggles swarmed around them, taking no notice.

"Harry," Arthur said seriously, "I must warn you, _do not_ go looking for Sirius Black."

Harry looked briefly confused, "Why would I go looking for someone who wants to kill me?"

He remembered the thing Tom the Barkeep hadn't told him, "Mr Weasley… why do you think I would go looking for him?"

Mr Weasley grimaced but shook his head, "I can't tell you that Harry. It's not something you should know."

Harry was becoming sick and tired of adults telling him he didn't need to know things. But he respected and was grateful of Mr Weasley's presence in his life, and decided not to push the boundaries in case Mr Weasley no longer liked him. He sulked, but nodded all the same, and pushed through the wall to the steam-filled platform.

He boarded the train and waved at the Weasley parents before Ron dragged him off to find a cabin, chattering about what he'd been up to during the summer - _again_. Harry had heard this story at least five times now and he didn't care more for it than he had the _first_ five times.

Once in the cabin, Hermione begun lecturing Harry.

"Harry," she said primly, unconsciously mimicking Percy Weasley, "you really shouldn't over dramatise your life at home. Just because your guardians made you angry does not mean you should blow up at them. Not everything can go the way you want it Harry."

Harry frowned, "They -"

Hermione held up her hand, "I don't want to hear it Harry. You really should listen to me, and please do something about your lack of control over your magic. Even Ginny has better control than you, and she wasn't even really present for first year."

"Oi! Don't say that about her Hermione! It's bad enough she goes into these weird trances half the time, don't go spreading it around! Bloody hell," Ron hissed. The duo speculated about Ginny's apparent mental issues, which annoyed Harry to no end.

Harry became more and more irritated by the minute by their careless insensitivity and midway into the trip, when Ron and Hermione started bickering about their animals and questioning Harry about Sirius Black, Harry mumbled about going to the bathroom, grabbed his haversack and left in search of Fred, George and Lee Jordan, who weren't any less _noisy_, but were much less annoying.

Then the train came to a screeching halt, and all the lights turned off. Harry wasn't stupid. He had seen enough Muggle horror movies from the open grate of his cupboard to know the likelihood of something similar happening in the Magical world was incredibly high. That, and Harry's first two years in the Magical world had him on high alert.

Harry ran into the nearest compartment, ignoring the startled gasps and shrieks. He locked the door, drew the curtains, took out his wand and put his ear to the door. Hearing nothing, Harry rounded on the noisy occupants.


	8. The Slytherin Cabin

Their cabin was in uproar. Oh! It was Potter. But if Draco was right - and he had an inkling he was - Sirius Black, the escaped prisoner, had just boarded the train and was looking for Potter. _Brilliant luck._ Pansy was shrieking her head off about bloody Gryffindors or what not, Vince and Greg were cracking their knuckles and it seemed only he and Blaise had any sense of self-preservation and were keeping quiet. Blaise finally managed to muffle Pansy's screeching, and Draco asked immediately, "Potter, what are you doing here!"

Potter groaned mutely and dropped his face into his hands. Pansy started up again, cursing more than a pureblood girl should, "What the bloody _fuck_ is going on! Why the bloody hell are you in our cabin, Potter! Why has the train stopped? IS THIS YOU GRYFFINDOR'S IDEA OF A PRANK POT -"

"Parkinson, do have some _semblance_ of self-preservation and shut the fuck up. There is something or someone dangerous on the train and I am _not_ going to _die_ because you won't _shut. Your. Trap_," Potter hissed.

Pansy shut her mouth in shock, and the rest of the Slytherins stared at Potter in astonishment. Blaise whispered loudly, "Did Potter _really_ just say that? That was the most Slytherin thing I've ever heard - I might actually _cry_. What the hell Potter, why aren't you in Slytherin? More importantly, _why aren't we friends_?"

Potter ignored him and peeped out the drawn curtains. Still no sign of anything, but it would be silly to be unprepared. Without looking at them, Potter ordered, "Crabbe. Goyle. Here with me. Now."

Vince and Greg looked at Draco in uncertainty and Potter snapped, "Are you serious right now? This isn't a fucking _power play. _Now listen to me for your own _self-preservation, _or are you not Slytherins?"

Vince and Greg scrambled off their seats and to Potter, towering over him. He nodded, still looking out the window - Draco supposed he was checking for Sirius Black.

They were all _doomed_.

"All right, both of you, backs to the door, put all your weight on it and make sure it _stays closed._ The latch isn't going to stay locked, knowing my luck."

Potter addressed all of them, "Now all of you need to calm down, find your Slytherin cunning, shut up and listen. Whatever or whoever, it will take a while before it gets here - we're somewhat in the middle. Get your wands out, be prepared to go down fighting."

Draco, Blaise and Pansy drew their wands and aimed them at the door, quivering with fright. Potter was going to get them _killed -_ though he seemed to know what he was doing - Potter was _thirteen_. They were mere children against Sirius Black. The Slytherin cabin was unnaturally quiet, and the rest of the train fell eerily silent. Draco pointed his wand at the door - looking at the latch - expelliarmus on his lips and prayed he wouldn't have to fight anything.

Potter put an arm on Vince, who was closest to the door latch and nodded at Greg. The two bulky Slytherins were shaking in fright.

"I know you're scared, but shove it aside for now," Potter whispered reassuringly, "You have a job to do. I won't let anything touch you."

Vince and Greg nodded, terrified out of their wits. Draco cursed Dumbledore for not having proper security measures with Sirius Black on the loose and likely looking for Potter - who would be on a highly accessible train with hundreds of other underage students. _We're barely thirteen. Potter is barely thirteen. We shouldn't have to face this kind of terror in our lives._

Greg whispered mutely, "You aren't so bad, Potter."

But then the window behind Pansy, Blaise and Draco started to ice over and then suddenly the door latch shook like someone was trying to open it. Vince and Greg pushed as hard as they can, and the others helped, but it wasn't any use. The door slid open incredibly slowly, but slid open anyway.

A bony, grey hand with long, claw-like nails was inching in, menacingly gripping the door. Vince was the closest to the hand and he whimpered but bravely continued to hold the door as much as he could.

Potter tried to reassure him, but then his eyes glazed over and Draco groaned and slapped him, trying and failing not to panic as his breaths came out in steamy clouds.

(Harry didn't feel it, he couldn't feel anything except hopeless despair and misery and _he could hear someone screaming_. He could hear Malfoy yelling at him, _Potter, snap out of it! Potter!_ But he couldn't. He was stuck. He was frozen. He was drowning.)

Draco saw Potter succumb to the Dementor's power. _Oh Merlin_, he thought as the door was forced open even more and the Dementor poked its head in, looking directly at Potter. This was so much worse than Sirius Black. Vince shrieked and they all jumped away from the door. Draco dragged Potter as far away from the Dementor as he possibly could, and the bunch of Slytherins pressed up against the window.

With no resistance deterring it, the Dementor slowly pushed the door all the way open. It stood in the corridor and leaned towards them. Potter fainted, crumbling in Draco's arms.

"No! Fuck! Potter, don't do this! No! Fuck! Wake up!"

Pansy screamed and sank to the floor as the Dementor floated closer and Draco shut his eyes and mouth tight. He put a hand over Potter's mouth. Just - anything to stop the eventual Dementor's Kiss. He braced himself and -
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	9. The Hogwarts Express

The Dementor was practically _hurled_ back from the cabin; a misty, white wolf darting in and pouncing on it, forcing the Dementor away from the terrified Slytherins. It shrieked and glided away as fast as it could down the corridor.

A ragged man in shabby robes and scars across his face stood before them, "Is everyone okay?"

Draco stamped down on the fear that Sirius Black was standing in front of him and stuttered out, "P-Potter -"

The shabby man immediately reached for Potter, but Draco clutched Potter tighter. He demanded raspily, "W-Who are y-you?"

The shabby man held his hands up, eyes frantically searching Potter's face. He spoke quickly, "Professor Remus Lupin. Let me see him. Quickly now."

Draco nodded reluctantly and let the Professor take Harry to lay him down on the cabin seats. Professor Lupin put his ear to Potter's chest, breathed a sigh of relief and then stood up, moving towards the door.

Blaise screeched, "Where are you going?! Potter's still unconscious!"

The Professor opened his robes and grabbed something from his pocket, pushing it into Blaise's hands, "The Dementors are still on the train. I need to check on the other students. All of you eat this. Do whatever you can for Harry. I'll be back."

Draco spluttered angrily but the Professor was long gone. Pansy picked herself gingerly off the floor. She looked toward the door and Blaise slammed it shut, latched it and levitated their bags to block the door, just in case. Vince and Greg sat down on the other cabin seat in relief. Draco eyed Blaise's wand and Blaise shrugged, "They won't know it's me, the Professor was just in here."

Pansy lifted Potter's head gingerly and sat down, placing him back on her lap, ever the opportunist. She stroked his hair, eyeing the door distrustfully. Draco sat at Potter's feet, and stared blankly at Potter's troubled face. Blaise distributed the chocolate that Professor Lupin had given him. After a few bites of the delicious chocolate, the atmosphere seemed to lighten.

Someone knocked quietly at the cabin door a few minutes later, startling all of them and causing Pansy to shriek.

"It's me, Professor Lupin."

Blaise was the only one brave enough to approach the door, so he moved the bags and unlatched the door, letting Professor Lupin in.

Lupin immediately checked Potter over, then checked on the Slytherins. Pansy had a scrape on her knee from where she sank to the floor but he healed it quickly. Otherwise they were all fine. Lupin asked what happened and Pansy quietly recounted the ordeal. They sat in silence, waiting for Potter to wake up.

Potter woke up a little while later, blinking up blearily at Pansy, who was looking at him in concern. He shot up, almost hitting her head with his and asked, "_What the hell_! Parkinson are you all right?" Potter checked her for any damage.

Pansy smacked his hands, "_Potter_! Of course I'm fine. You're being weird. _You're _the one that isn't all right."

Lupin spoke quietly, "Harry, she's fine. I did a check up on her a few minutes ago."

Potter whirled around, wand out and directed at Lupin, a frantic gleam in his eyes, "Who are you?!"

"Professor Remus Lupin. I was in the same cabin as you earlier, if Ms Granger and Mr Weasley were correct."

Potter lowered his wand, but eyed Lupin suspiciously. Lupin asked hesitantly, "Harry, are you all right? Any dizziness? Bruising? Headache?"

"I heard Pansy screaming," he blurted out, "when I was out. I heard her screaming like she was dying. Are you sure she's all right?"

Lupin blanched - a strange reaction, Draco thought. Then he turned to Potter, "Aren't Dementors supposed to bring out your worst memory?"

Lupin stood up abruptly, "Forgive me. I have to go check on the other students." He promptly walked out of the cabin.

Pansy turned her attention to Potter, "Like Draco said, why would your worst memory be me screaming?"

Potter seemed confused, so Draco explained slowly, like he would to an incredibly stupid person.

"Dementors are the guards of the wizard prison Azkaban. I'm guessing they were checking the train for Sirius Black. He's been sentenced to the Dementor's Kiss you see. Dementors are soul suckers. They suck away all your happy feelings and leave you with your worst memories. And if they get close enough, they could eventually suck your soul out - devour it. It's a fate many consider to be worse than death."

Potter went white as a sheet, "Memories?"

Potter stared blankly at his lap and the Slytherins left him to it. He seemed to be in shock, so Pansy continued to stroke his hair. Draco stood and pulled the curtains shut, latched the door and levitated the bags down again. Blaise sat down opposite as Vince and Greg got out their Exploding Snap deck. Just as Blaise, Vince and Greg were getting ready to start a round, the door to their cabin gave a lurch and Potter immediately jumped up, startling the already jumpy Slytherins.

The Weasel's voice called out and he started banging on the door, "OI YOU LOT IN THERE, OPEN UP WE'RE LOOKING FOR HARRY POTTER."

Draco sniffed affectedly and scowled at Potter, but Potter had slumped his shoulders in defeat and stared at his feet. Draco huffed and pushed Potter to sit down. Potter looked up in surprise and smiled a little. Draco rolled his eyes and pushed a stray hair back into place. He would never willingly subject anyone to the Weasel - not even Potter.

Draco beckoned Vince and Greg to flank him - blocking all view of Potter. Draco opened the door to Ronald Weasley and Hermione Granger, who recoiled immediately upon seeing the Slytherins.

"Weasel, Granger," Draco drawled, "some people aren't very easily amused by your Gryffindor obliviousness. Now, please leave and let the Dementors Kiss you."

Weasel spluttered and Granger made some noise of indignation but Draco slammed the door on them. Vince and Greg got back to their game with Blaise, and Draco sat down by Potter's side. In the time it had taken Draco to get rid of Potter's friends, Potter had miraculously allowed Pansy to hold his hand and rub it soothingly.

After Draco sat down, Blaise appraised Potter, running his dark eyes calculatively over the Gryffindor's slight frame, and then promptly put his feet in Potter's lap. Potter raised a delicate eyebrow but didn't say anything. Draco looked at the small, skinny boy and slung an arm around him like he'd seen Weasel do. He grimaced that he was emulating Weasel now, but Potter looked like he might crumble to dust and Draco once again felt the need to _do something_.

Potter stiffened, naturally. But he relaxed as the train ride went on in a comfortable silence, save for the sound of Exploding cards. The announcement that they were arriving soon came from a Hufflepuff perfect, and she looked surprised to see Harry Potter sitting amongst Slytherins. She made no comment and went on her way, after a vicious glare from Pansy.

Pansy left the cabin to change, swiping her fingers through Potter's hair one last time. Potter reached for his haversack and made to leave, but Blaise stopped him, "Potter, you don't have to leave. I _would_ like to be friends with the most Slytherin Gryffindor."

Blaise held his right palm to his heart - a pureblood gesture - and bowed slightly, "I'm Blaise Zabini."

Potter appraised Blaise with a calculative glint in his eye and stuck out a hand. He smirked, challenging, "Harry Potter."

Blaise scrunched his nose at Potter's hand, but accepted the challenge and shook it. Potter grinned and the Slytherins were literally shocked by the lightened atmosphere in the cabin, like the magic surrounding them responded to Potter's feelings. Draco felt like a jolt of something had zipped up his spine and looked at Potter in concealed suspicion.

The boys all changed out of their Wizards robes and Potter out of his more casual wizarding attire. Draco did a double-take when Potter took his shirt off and he saw the patches of yellowing bruises and the hint of Potter's ribs poking out. Vince and Greg winced, knowing the force it must have taken for Potter to have as large bruises as that, considering they'd issued similar to arsehole upper years. But arsehole upper years gunning for the Malfoy heir weren't as tiny as Potter.

Blaise and Draco shared a look and carried on changing. Potter was oblivious to the understanding that happened amongst the four Slytherins within the frame of a few seconds: _treat Potter well this year._

After Pansy returned and had a whispered conversation with Potter ("I'm Pansy Parkinson." "Harry Potter. I - Thank you for… whatever you did earlier." "You're welcome."), she and the rest of the boys left the cabin, leaving Draco and Potter behind.

Draco cleared his throat, "Potter."

Potter nodded cautiously, "Malfoy."

"Look, Potter. I know I was a twit the last two years, and I… I wanted to apologise. And I want to ask if we could start over."

Potter looked at him for a long moment and Draco twitched irritably under the scrutiny. The Gamekeeper was already assembling the first years, what was Potter waiting for? He was about to storm off and say "forget it" but then Potter stuck a hand out.

"I'm Harry Potter. Nice to meet you."

Draco rolled his eyes, but smiled, "I'm Draco Malfoy. Pleasure's all mine."

This time, Draco took his hand.

* * *
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	10. Hogwarts, Part 1

Crabbe and Goyle introduced themselves to Harry at their first meeting. Or Vince and Greg now that they were friends. The Slytherins had requested their newfound friendship with Harry be kept a secret, simply because their families were unlikely to be at all supportive and Slytherin politics would see them on the outs if it ever came to light. Harry was delighted to meet the people they really were behind the pureblood masks, and they met up two times a week before dinner in abandoned classrooms and secret corridors Harry found in his explorations with Fred and George.

Pansy Parkinson was an absolute delight. She was what he thought Hermione had been; highly intelligent, caring and righteous. Pansy had taken to mothering Harry, and helping him with his charms homework. He liked talking to her, and it was never awkward, not since that fateful train ride. They could talk about anything and everything under the Sun, and she taught him a lot about the Wizarding World and the social hierarchies. In turn, he told her about the Muggle world, and helped her with DADA homework. He was shocked to learn she was nobility, that Draco was as well.

"How does that work?" Harry asked the Slytherins one day in November. They were lounging about in the old music classroom on the 6th floor. Not many people wandered up there, since it was mainly the teachers quarters and confusing corridors. Blaise had found some old pillows in a locked cupboard, and after casting a few cleaning spells, and a couple of _Engorgio_s, the group lounged about on the cushioned floor.

"My family's been in England for about twelve generations," Pansy said, "Our ancestral roots are in Korea. Father obeyed tradition and married a Korean girl, but raised me here. I know that's what you really meant to ask Harry. Don't worry, I'm not offended."

Harry blushed up at her from Pansy's lap. The both of them seemed to fall together that way ever since the train incident. "All right. So you're pure Korean?"

Pansy shrugged. She flipped a page of the magazine she was reading, "Occasionally someone would marry another race. But the Parkinson line stayed mostly Korean. We are nobility because my ancestor was a rebellious and unrefined heir apparent to a Count. He had no money of his own, spent most of it travelling. He courted a girl from a rich Korean family, she started a business and ran it, building their riches. He caused quite a scandal by taking her name instead when he married her."

Vince and Greg snickered. They were pretty much a packaged deal. Harry had had no idea how to talk to them, but then Vince had mentioned Quidditch and it all fell into place. Harry now knew more about Quidditch teams than he ever wanted to.

"Well, not all of us come from nobility Harry, I for one simply have my mother to thank for our infinite wealth and beauty," Blaise said.

"Why? What does she do?"

They all turned pitying gazes on him. Harry shifted nervously under their scrutiny. Blaise turned back to the Prophet, "When you're older Harry."

Blaise Zabini was… intriguing. He had always seemed the mysterious, Italian bad boy that had all the girls in a tizzy. But Harry now knew he was as in your face and brash as anyone could be.

Blaise liked to talk about various fashion and beauty products, and every time he saw Harry - regardless of day, time, or present company - he always flicked his wand and Harry's hair would shift into a styled mess, rather than just a mess. Harry had awkwardly yet amusedly turned down Cho Chang's request for a date.

Blaise also liked to argue with Harry about various political movements in both Muggle and Wizarding worlds. He confided in Harry that he was gay, and Harry hadn't even blinked before Blaise had coined him bisexual. Harry had no idea what any of that meant so he just nodded and let Blaise talk about the advancing movement for gay rights in the Wizarding World.

"What about you Draco?"

Draco picked at his nails, he seemed perfectly comfortable in the lone wooden chair in the room, sitting properly and looking down at all of them. He puffed up in pride, "Malfoys are French. We are not the main line, they stayed in France. My grandfather, Abraxas Malfoy was first generation English. We are a wealthy pureblood French family, but Grandfather and Father secured our assets in England. The nobility comes from my mother actually. There were no other options for the Black main line to pass on their title, so it went to her."

"Wait, _Black_? Like _Sirius Black_?" Harry shot up, knocking his head into Pansy's magazine. Draco stiffened, and avoided looking at Harry, instead picking at his nails, "Yes. He's my mother's first cousin."

Harry gaped and then shrugged. _He_ couldn't help but be related to the Dursleys, why was Draco's relation to Sirius Black any different?

"Do you think he knows about you?"

Draco relaxed minutely, "Doubt it. He was disowned when Mother was still in her teens."

Draco Malfoy was annoyingly perfect, in Harry's opinion. He and Harry got along like a house on fire the moment they put aside their enmity and competitiveness, though he was still a pompous arse most of the time. They talked about Quidditch, they talked about school, they talked a little bit about Harry's life with the Dursleys and Draco's life with Lucius Malfoy as a father. They talked about Snape's hatred for Harry and Dumbledore's obvious favouring and the first Wizarding war.

They gossiped like a pair of old ladies ("Did you _see_ who came down to breakfast with Cedric Diggory today?" "Cho Chang! I _know_. She's so creepy.") and went on adventures around the castle when Pansy and Blaise started talking about the latest Wizarding fashion. Draco and him went in search of the Hogwarts kitchens, after Harry received a tip off from Fred and George. The duo found Dobby, and the whole story had come out about Draco eavesdropping on his parents and Dobby trying to clean his muddy boots and _accidentally _eavesdropping as well.

("You impersonated Vince and Greg? With _Polyjuice_? How did you even -")

Harry also reconnected with Remus Lupin, his father's best friend and occasional babysitter when Harry was a baby. Remus began to teach Harry the Patronus Charm after Harry's stoic reasoning for defending himself.

"The school is surrounded by Dementors, Professor. I won't allow myself to become their victim."

"The Patronus Charm is a very complex and highly advanced spell, Harry, and do call me Remus when we're in private," Remus said. They were in his office. Remus was grading papers while Harry fussed with a Rubix Cube Remus had procured in his time living amongst Muggles.

"I defeated a giant snake out to kill me in second year, Remus," Harry deadpanned, "At least let me try."

Remus had thrown his hands up in the air in exasperation and agreed, to Harry's great delight. Harry would secretly spend most of his Saturday evenings in the company of the DADA Professor, talking about his parents, the Marauders, practicing the Patronus Charm, and doing homework - though never DADA.

Remus eventually told him the truth about Sirius Black that all the adults wanted to keep from him.

"He - He's my _what?"_

"Your godfather. If the Headmaster hadn't had you taken away to the Dursleys as soon as it happened, Sirius Black would've had every right to take you. He is your legal guardian."

"Was -," Harry swallowed painfully, "Was he the reason Voldemort knew about my parents? About me?"

Remus looked down at the boy in front of him with sorrowful and pained eyes.

"Yes."

Harry flew into a rage in Remus' office, cursing Sirius Black every foul word he'd learned from Vernon and Dudley Dursley. By the time he'd calmed down, Remus' things were almost completely destroyed. Harry crumpled and apologised profusely. He'd wrecked a _Professor's office. _Remus winced at his damaged things - a result of Harry's Magical outburst - and _Reparo_'d everything he could.

"I'm so sorry Professor Lupin. I promise to reimburse everything."

"Nonsense, Harry. You don't need to do for the last time, call me Remus."

"But Remus -"

"Harry, really, everything is fine."

"No Remus, I know you're struggling and I know I've probably just destroyed everything you held dear. Most of them were falling apart anyway. My dad wouldn't have let one of his best friends suffer like this. Especially not one who was looking out for me the way you are now."

"Harry -"

"Shush, Remus. It's happening whether you like it or not. You're going to find yourself on the receiving end of access to the Potter Vaults -"

"WHAT! Harry, you can't do that! I absolutely refuse -"

"Remus, you're my father figure now. Take the responsibility."

Remus looked at Harry in shock and incredulity. Harry stood firm though he shifted awkwardly at his deep attachment to Remus. Remus crossed over and hugged Harry hard, but careful not to crush the small boy.

"All right. All right. You're _every bit_ as stubborn as James."

"Good."

"You're quite a Slytherin aren't you?"

"Yes, I've been told."

* * *
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